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in Nejed too, no law but is violated, and no customs regulation
but suffers from contraband. In this hope, founded on the
weakness of human nature, tloseyn, the servant of the Na'ib,
went a hunting, money in hand, amid the warehouses of Mejmaa',
and excited immense disgust by his public enquiries after the
"shameful;" but his first efforts met with no success. At last
he applied to Aboo-'Eysa, whose experience of the land had
taught him facts and manoeuvres beyond the attainment ot a
raw thick-witted Bagdadee. Our friend had often been in pre-
cisely the same predicament wherein the Na'ib now lay, but
knew much better where and how to distinguish between the
real and the apparent, and under what veils private practice
might contravene public observance. In fact, the number of
smokers in Nejed is nowise small, and includes many a name
of high birth and strict outside profession. Furnished with the
requisite sum, Aboo-'Eysa set out on a quieter but a more
effectual search, and soon reappeared with a bag containing two
good pounds avoirdupois of the Satanic leaf, which he handed
over to the Na'ib, after deducting a well-earned perquisite in
kind, shared between him and ourselves.

We were up early next morning, for the night air was brisk,
and a few hours of sleep had sufficed us. The whole level of
the depression where Mejmaa7 stands almost equals that of the
surface of the first plateau, and to this now succeeded a second
of yet greater height, forming part of the midrib of Toweyk.
We took the high ground as the shorter route, instead of
keeping to the lower steppe, and went on with a wide land-
scape on either side, but not in front, where at some distance
to the east a third and loftier ledge arose to shut out the distant
view.

After sunrise we came on a phenomenon of a nature, I be-
lieve, without a second or a parallel in Central Arabia, yet withal
most welcome, namely, a tolerably large source of running
water, forming a wide and deepish stream, with grassy banks,
and frogs croaking in the herbage. We opened our eyes in
amazement; it was the first of the kind that we had beheld
since leaving the valley of Djowf. But though a living, it is a
short-lived rivulet, reaching only four or five hours' distance to
Djelajil, where it is lost amid the plantations of the suburbs.

After passing between the towns of Djelajil and Rowdah,